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JEANNTE'S BLUE E'E.

On, bright aro the goms on a quoen’s suowy brow;
And aweet aro the fow’ s that on mossy banks grow;
But brighter by far, and eweotor to mo,

13 tho kind couthio glauco o’ my Jeannioe’s blue o'e,

Assome beaming atar fn heaven’s blue domo

RKiudly {fubits up tho pilgrin’s way home,

So my hiecart's lighted up, and my steps bound with
gleo,

When § teel the kind glance o’ may Jeannio's blue o'c.

When I'm weary und worn, despairing and ead,

What fs't lghts my cyo ? makes my brow clear and
glad?

Makes my heart bound with joy, gay, gladsome and
frco?

'Tis thosweet winnlog glance o’ my Jeaunnto’s bluco'o.

She's falrer to mo than tho sweetest wee flow'r
That o'or Voom'd in boauty, on bank, or on bow'r;
Oh, to gain but hier love, I could lay down and dee
Yor ono tender glanco o* her bonnfo blue o’e.

Give the miger his gold, and tho warrlor famo,
Tho friendicss a friend, anad tho nameless a namo,
The mean raiso to greatness; but, ohi! give to mo
Only ouoloving glance o’ my Jeanuie’s bluco'e.

May her brow ayo beclear, and her glancoever bright,
Her bosom aye happy, hior heart ever light;

Jay sorrow and care far, far from her fleo:

JMay a tear nover dim ier bounio blue ¢'e.

And when lhier sun sots on that glorious shoro,

Whero parting, and sorrow, and sin are no moro—
With my wholo soul I pray that tho last glanco may be
A glance full of peace su iny Jeanmiv's blus e'e.
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CHAPTER 11, ANNO DOMINT 1860.

Two personsrat together in a first loor room over-
toohing Chuncery-tane.  Tho afternoon sky was grey,
and cold, and dull; and the roow was groyer, colder,
Quller thar *hosky. Everything about tho placo Jook.
¢d rordid an_ neglected.  Tho rain.channelled smoke
of years had crusted on the windows, Tho deed-box-
€3 on the shelves Lehind tho door, the shabby books
in the book-caso opposito tho fireplaco, thoyellow map
that hung over tho mautelpicee, tho tapo-tied papers
on tho tablo, were all thickly coated with whito dust.
There was nothing fresh or bright within thoso four
walls, except a huge green safo with panclled iron
doors and glittering ecutcheons, fixed into a recess
buside tho firepiace. There wero only two old-fashion-
ed horse-bair covered chairs In tho room. Thoro was
not evenu carpet on the floor. ‘A moro comfortless
Pplaco coutd scarcely be conceived beyond the wallsof
® prison ; and yet, perhaps, it was not more comfort-
less than such places gencrally aro.

Xt was the private room of Willlam Trefalden, Esq.,
attorney at law, and it oponed out from tho stll dre--
rier offico in waich his clerks wero at work. There
was g clock in cach room, and an almanaoc on each
mantelshelf. Tho hands of both clocks pointed to ball
past four, and the almanacs both proclaimed that it
was the second day of March, A.D, tighteen bundred
and sixty,

Tho two porsons sitting togetherin theinner cham-
ber was tho lawyer aud one of his clients. Placed as
be was with his back to tho window and his faco part-
1y shaded by his hand, Ar. Trefalden’s features wero
scarcely distinguishable in tho gathering gloom of the
afternoon. His client—a stout, pale man, with tho
forest of fron grey hair about ns massivo temples—sat
opposito, with the tight full upon Lis faco, and his
hands crossed on tho knob of bis umbrella,

‘] havo como to talk to you, Mr. Trofalden,'” said ho,
“ about that Castletowors mortago.”

“Tho Castle*vwvers mortago?”’ repeatod Mr. Tre-
{alden.

* Yes—I think Icould do bottor with my money.
Ifshort I wish to foreclose.”

Tho lawyer shifted round little furtber from the
light, and drew hls Land a littlo Jower avar hlacves,

“ TWhat better do you think you could do with your
monay, Mr. Bchrens?”® hoeald after a momont's pause.
It is an oxcellont investment. Tho Castlotowors es-
tato is burthenod with no othcr ensutabrance ;s and
what can you desire better than flva por cent scoured
on lan fed property?”’

**1 havo nothing to eay against {1, as an {nvestment”
replied tho cliont; * but—1i prefer something elro.'

Mr. Trefalden looked up with a koeen, lnyuiring
glanco.

“ You aro too wis¢ ~ anan, 1 ameuro, Mr. Behrons,””
eatd Lo, ** to lut your.olf bo tetnpted by ta uneaforuto
of interest.”

Thocliont smijled grimly.

 You aro too wisoa man, I should hope, Mr., Tre-
falden,” rejolned lio, ** to suspect Olivor Behrens of
any such folly? No, the fact is that tlve per cont is
no longer of such fiportanco to mo as it was seven
¥y cars ago, and § have a mind to lay out that twenty.
five thousand upon land.”

¢t Upon laud?”? echoed tho lawyer, ¢ My dear 8ir,
it would scar¢ely bring you thres and o haifper cent.”

* 1 koow that,”” replied tho client. ** I can aford
.

‘There was another brief silence.

* You will not glvunotice, 1 suppose,’” saiC Mr. Tro-
falden, quietly, ¢ till you bavoe seon somothing which
you think likely to suit you.”

“ { Lavo scen somothing already,” replied Mr. Beb.
rens.

¢ Indeed?”

“ Yes: In Worcestershire—one bundred and thirty
miles from London.”

I3 niot that somowhat far for a ‘man of business,
Mr. Bohrcng?”

4 No, 1 have my box in Surrcy, you know, adjoin.
iny the Castletowers grounds.”

“Truo. Uavo you taken any steps towards this
purchase ?**

 J havo given your address to thelawyers In whoso
care tho papers aro loft, and havo desired them to
coinmunicato with you upon theo subjec.. I trustto
you to sco that tho title is ali a9 it ahould bo.”

Mpr. Trefaldeu slightly bent his head.

*1wilglvo you my best advicoupon it,” horeplied.
«“In tho mean time, ! presume, you would wish to
glve notico of your desiro to forecloso tho mortgage.”

¢ Precisoly wbat I eamo hero to do.’?

Mr. Trefalden took up a pen, and an oblong slip of
papeor.

“ You will allow twolvo months, ofcourse 7 eaid
Lo jutorrogativoly.

*“ Certainly not, Why should 1? Only six arestl.
pulated for in tho deed.”

“True; but courtesy,——

“Tush ! thisis o matter of law, not courtesy,” in.
terrupted tho cliont.

¢ Still, I fear it would prove a serlous inconveniento
to Lord Castletowers,”” remonstrated tho lawyer.
“ Twenty-five thousand pounds is a largesum.”

* Lord Castletowers’ convenjenco i3 nothing to mo,”
replied tho other, abruptly. “I’ma mauw of the pco-
plo, Mr. Trefalden, 1bave no respect for coronets.”

“ Vory poselblo, Mr. Bebrens,” sald Trefulden, in
tho samesubducd tone; * but youmay remember that
your interest has been paid with scrupulous regulari.
ty, and that it Is a very bard matter for a poor noble-
man~—Lord Castletowers is poor—to find so heavy a
sum as twenty-fivo thousand pounds at only six
months’ notice.”

* 110 did not think it too short whea ho gavemo tho
bong,'" saild Mr Behrens.

« Ho wanted monoey,” rveplicd Mr Trefalden, with
a scarcely perceptiblo shrug of the shoulders.

“\Vell, anQ now /wantit. Come, come, Mr. Tro-
falden, Lord Castletowens is your cliout,aud no doubt
you would liko to obligo him; but 1 am your client too
—aud a better ono thao hio is, I')l be bound "

I trust, Mr Behrens, that I should never seck to
obligo ono cliont at the expenso of another,' said the
lawyers. By. “If you think that 1 would, you wrong
me greatly.’

1 think, sir, that, like most other folks, yov have
moro respect for a lord than a woolstapler,” aiswer
ed the man of tho peoplo, with a hard smile. * But I
don’t blame you for it. You'ro a professional man,
aud all professional men have thoso prejudices.”

1 beg your pardon,” said Mr. Trefalden. I have
none. 1 am tho son of amerchant, and my family havo
all beon merchants for generations. But this is idlo.
Lot us procced with o.r business, Iamto take your

instructions, M«., Bebrens, to servo Lord Castletowers

with & notice of your desiro to foreclose tho mortgage
in aix months’ timo?'*

Ar Behrens nodded, and tho lawyor mado a note
of tho matter.

“1am nleo to understand that should Lord Castlo-
towers request & further dolay of six mornths, you
would not bo disposed to grant it ?*

¢ Certainly not.”

Mr. Trefalden 1aid his pen asido.

*1f hio can’t (Ind tho money,” enid the wool-stapler,
“lot hiim rcll the old placo. I'll buy it.”

 Shiall I tol his lordehip 8o arked Mr. Trofalden
with n slight touch of sarcaam in his volce.

“Ifyou like. But it won't como to that, Mr. Tro-
falden.  You're a vich man—nha! you ncedn't shake
your head—you'roa rich man, and you'll leud him
tho moncey.””

 Indced you arcquito mistaken, Me. Behrons,’ re-
plied tho lawyer, rising. * lam a very poortnan.”

“ Ay, you say #0, of consse; but I know what the
world thinks of your poverty, Mr. Trofalden. Well,
good morning. You'relooking pale, efr. You work
too hard and think too much, That's thoway wih
you clover enving men.  Ycushould take care of your-
self.”’

*Tahuw! how can a bacholortako caro of himsclf?"
said Mr. Trefalden, *sitha faint smito,

“Truo : you should look out for an hiefrcss.”

Tho lawyer shook his head.

*“No, no,” said be, * prefer my lberty. Good morne
ing.”

‘*Good morning.’”

Mr. Trofatden ushored his client through the nflice,
listencd for n moment to his heavy footfall going
down tho stairs, hastenod back to his privato rvow,
and shut tho door.

¢ Gaood God!” exclatmed he, in a low ngitated tone,
‘what's to bodono now? Thisfs rutn—rulnt*’

Ilotook threo or four restlexs turns about the room,
then flung himself into bis vhair, and burled his faco
in his hands.

*¢ Hlo might well gay that I looked pale,” mnttercd
ho. ‘I felt pale, It came upon me like a thunder
stroko. [ a rich man, fndeed? J with twoeuty-tive
thou:and poundsatcommand! Merciful powers?! what
can X do? To whom cap 1 turn for §t? What security
have 1 to give? Quly six months' notice, two. I am
lost! Iamlost!” .

1le rose and went to the great aafe beside the fire-
placo. His hand trembled so that he could scarcely fiv
tho key to the lova.  Hathrew back one of the heavy
sron-panclled doors, and brought out a falded parch-
ment, with the words ** Deed of MORTOAGR befrceen
Gervase Léopold Wynclifle, Earl of Castletowers, and
Oliver Behrens, Esq., of Draculsstreet, Lendon,” writ-
ten upon theouter side.  Opoving thixdocument upen
tho desk, he resumed his seat, and read it carcfully
through from beginningtoend. As ho 4ld «o, the
troublo decpencd and doeponed on his faco, aud his
chieck grow still more deathly. When hie camo to the
signatures at tho end, ho,pusled 3t from him with a
bitter sigh,

**Not a flaw in t!" ho groancd. ‘ No pretext for
putting o the evil .day for oven a weok beyond tho
timo! YWhat a fool I wasto think 1 could over replace
it! Andyotwhat couldl do? I wanted it. 1f {8 wero
to do again to-morrow, I should doit. Yes, by les-
ven! I should, bo theconsequences what they might.””

e paused, rose agaip, and replaced the mortgage
deed In tho safa,

“If I only dared to burn 1t!” eatd he, with a linger-
ing glanco at tho fire, ** Qb if- ”

Ho took a letter from the table, and stovd lovking
for sgome moments at that signature.

“ Qliver Behrens!™ ho mused. A bold hand, with
something of tho German chiaracter in that Hitle twist
at tho top of the O, essy to fmitate; but then the wite
nESSCS No, no, tmpossiblet Better exyatriation
thao such a risk as that. 1f the worst comes to the
worst, there’s always America. '

And witl this ho sank down into bfs chatr agzsin,
rested bis chin upon his own palins, and tell into s
decp and gilent train of thought.

QHAPTER 11, RESOLVED.

As William Trefalden eat in his little dismal private
room, twearily thinking, the clouds in the sky parted
totwards the west, aud tho last gleam of daglizht fcil
upon hls face. Such a pale cager fuce as i1 was, oo,
with a kind of strange beauty iu it thut no morely vul.
gor eyo would biave sced at all. To the ajority of
persons, William Trefalden was simply a gentlomanly



